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offering and claiming love, all bound upon
one mysterious pilgrimage, none able to
linger or to stay, and yet willing to clasp
one close by the roadside, in wonder at the
marvellous inscrutable power behind it all,
which at the same moment seemed to say,
" Rest here, love, be loved, enjoy," and at
the same moment cried, uGo forward, ex-
perience, endure, lament, come to an end."

There again opened before one the awful
mystery of the beauty and the grief of life,
the double strain which we must somehow
learn to combine, the craving for continuance,
side by side with the knowledge of inter-
ruption and silence. If one is real, the other
cannot be real! And I for one have no
doubt of which reality I hold to. Death and
silence may deceive us ; life and joy cannot.
There may be something hidden beneath the
seeming termination of mortal experience;
indeed, I fully believe that there is ; but even
if it were not so, nothing could make love
and joy unreal, or destroy the conscious-
ness of what says within us, " This Is I."
Our one hope then is not to be deceived or
beguiled or bewildered by the complexity
and intricacy of life; the path of each of us
lies clear and direct through the tangle.